From the Diary

April 5, OXFORD, Yesterday and to-day I have been
nearly entirely employed in reading through Gibbon's
Autobiography, which has fascinated me intensely. I know
no book which has so stimulated me or stirred up so much
mental keenness and vigour since Pattison's Memoirs and
Casaubon's life; or again, the life of Macaulay. Gibbon's
circumstances, too, are so like my own: neither rich nor
poor; the ideal condition for 4 man of letters* Shall I ever
have the courage to follow his example and refuse to spend
precious time on the law or any otncr profession? There
is always the horrid doubt whether I am really suited for
or have the capacity for a literary life* Keen as I am, I am
utterly without Gibbon's taste for going into and master-
ing tne dry details of antiquity, yet I can be thorough
enough and work hard enough when I like ,, * but I am
neither a scholar nor an antiquary and a man of letters
should, like Gibbon, be both*

April 15, Hughes and I got back yesterday after a week
at Hereford and on the Wye. ,,. Tne Wye is charmingly
beautiful and gave up many happy times: the weather was
mostly fine and consequently A.H. was in a high en-
thusiastic condition requiring control in all matters of
business and arrangement which I had to settle* If ever
1 write a volume recounting our travels at home and
abroad, the title will be Trawls of Prose and Poetry.

September i& OXFORD. I went to the Cathedral and
enjoyed immensely a last service there, It was always
associated for me with quiet Sundays in the Vac. alone, for